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Spreads as she flies, and, weary of her name,

Extenuates still, and changes into flame;

Thus having by degrees perfection won,              sso

Restless, they soon untwist the web they spun ;

And fire begins to lose her radiant hue,

Mixed with gross air, and air descends to dew;

And dew, condensing, does her form forego,

And sinks, a heavy lump of earth, below.             385

" * Thus are their figures never at a stand,
But changed by Nature's innovating hand ;
All things are altered, nothing is destroyed,,
The shifted   scene for some   new show  em-
ployed,

^P<en, to be born, is to begin to be               390

other thing we were not formerly ;
vhat we call to die, is not to appear,
; the thing that formerly we were.
3 very elements, which we partake
, when dead, some other bodies make;        395
dated grow, have sense, or can discourse;
_eath on deathless substance has no force.

aat forms are changed I grant, that nothing
3an

itinue in the figure it began :
ae golden age to silver was debased;                  400

o copper that; our metal came at last.
" 6 The face of places, and their forms, decay,
nd that is solid earth, that once was sea;
3as, in their turn, retreating from the shore,
lake solid land what ocean was before;              405

aid far from strands are shells of fishes found,
knd rusty anchors fixed OB mountain ground ;
And what were fields before* now washed and

worn

By falling floods from high, to valleys turn,
And, crumbling still, descend to level lands;       440
And lakes, and trembling bogs, are barren sands ;